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Summary: Isn't it strange that in a game so focused on hearts (SOULS) 
that not a single one of them was pink? This is a Reader-Insert story 
where the human child manages to escape the underground during a 
neutral route, causing an eighth human to be introduced to the plot. 
Reader is gender-neutral. I will not make grand assumptions of their 
(your) life. Second Person POV. 


1 . Context 
A Quick Note: 

There will be no extreme shipping between the characters, 

_especially_ with the Reader. I only recognize relationships that are 
stated outright by the source material. However, that isn't to say 
that certain characters will not act close. By all means, if you want 
to interpret a platonic relationship as a romantic one and vice 
versa- go ahead, it is entirely your choice. There will be blood and 
other distresses in this fic, though I wouldn't call it hardcore 
gore. I might even re-rate this fic later as it doesn't actually 
contain full, strong swears. 

I have a few chapters written in advance. No current chapter contains 
more than 3,000 words. I will continue to update day by day until I 
hit my current chapter total (though I will still be writing more 
chapters in private) . If I don't end up losing my nerve by that point 
then I will most likely be able to finish the story. 

You, dear Reader, are appreciated. Now go have an 
adventure . 



><p>It was quiet, despite everything . <p> 

At that very moment, the king of all monsters was fighting the fallen 
human at the barrier. The battle could only end in one of two ways; 
the first being that Asgore would kill the child and finally collect 
the seventh and final human Soul, freeing all the monsters from the 
underground. The second option would be that the young human would 
emerge victorious instead and use the brief power of Asgore ' s own 
Soul to escape alone. 

Flowey personally believed the second option to be more likely. 

The faint heat of fire magic and the vibrations of both heavy and 
light footfalls just barely reached the tiny flower pellet that 
lurked beneath them. No doubt they were locked in a furious dance of 
fire, magic and blades. They had no idea what awaited them. Those 
_idiot s_. 

As the battle waged on, Flowey smiled to himself. It wouldn't matter 
if (_when_) the kid won. As soon as the fight ended he would pop out 
of the ground and seize the six collected Souls for himself, crushing 
the little human's hopes and dreams of escaping to the outside 
world . 

There was a certain giddiness he felt at the thought of his plan... 
Or, at least, it was something that resembled giddiness. He was long 
past the point of remembering what 'emotions' supposedly felt like. 
Giddiness was a type of happy excitement, right? What a stupid word 
to use for something so specific. Still, it made him twitch in the 
earth as he waited for his chance to ruin everything. 

The look on the kid's face... would it be shock? Anger? Fear? Or 
maybe . . . 

Maybe there would be nothing but cold, uncaring Determination. 

It had been the best twist that Flowey had seen in a long time. After 
so many resets of his own the underground just _bored _him. That was 
why he waited in the ruins for so long. If he killed the next human 
that fell down before anyone else had the chance, he could take their 
Soul for his own. He would then have slipped past Asgore, absorbed 
the six other Souls that the old man had hidden and broken the 
barrier himself. Finally, Flowey would be free of the boring confines 
of the underground and the most powerful monst- hmm, entity (?) in 
existence. A god-like being for sure. He was going to teach the whole 
world the meaning of 'Kill or Be Killed'. 

At least, that was how he'd planned it in his head. If that stupid, 
_useless _monster woman hadn't showed up and stopped him...! Flowey 
had been so bitter that he decided to let the fallen child suffer 
instead. They would learn how miserable life could be just by 
experiencing it themselves. If one of the monsters killed them along 
the way he would just quickly pop up and snag their Soul before 
anyone could stop him. He had his Savestates afterall. As long as he 
could Reset he could always be secure in the knowledge that he would 
get whatever he wanted eventually. What was the harm of watching 
things unfold a little further before ending it all? 



At first it had been incredibly boring. The kid was completely 
pathetic by all standards. They spared all the monsters they came 
across, avoided conflict where they could and completely disregarded 
his words about the unforgiving nature of the world. He'd almost 
snapped and killed them to take their Soul and skip all of their 
_tedious _little kindnesses. But then everything changed. 

As soon as the child entered Waterfall, the underground had been 
coated with a fine layer of dust. It was surprising to say the least. 
One moment they were a harmless brat, walking around and 
'befriending' everyone and the next... they were slaughtering 
everything. Even the head of the royal guard- that loud blue clod 
with the spears- couldn't stand up to them and was torn to pieces 
with an efficiency that left even Flowey floored. 

They were ruthless, cutting down everything in their path as though 
it was their sworn duty. There was no way that Flowey was going to 
interfere with _that_. It was just too good to stop. 

As he had watched everything, Flowey felt... something. And it had 
nothing to do with his smugness over the fact that the kid had 
finally snapped and followed his advice of Kill or Be Killed. . . There 
was a faint sense of deja vu . He'd struggled with it for a long time, 
trying to pin down what it was. But after watching the child for so 
long, watching them tear apart the monsters with a smile and rosy 
cheeks, watching as they placed the locket so carefully around their 
neck and cradled the knife like an old treasure... 

It had to be true. He wanted it to be true more than anything. 

That was why it was so important for him to get the timing just 
right. His plans had changed. If the human child got their hands on 
Asgore ' s soul, Flowey would be left behind with all the other 
miserable monsters. He was going to make sure that they wouldn't 
leave the underground without him. They belonged together. There was 
no one else in the whole world that he could count on to understand 
him . 

There was a final rumble as the fighting ceased. With a speed that he 
almost thought beyond him, Flowey rocketed up to the surface. Asgore 
knelt in front of him, talking solemnly to the child, unaware of the 
real threat at his back. The barrier hummed rhythmically as faint 
rays of light tried and very nearly failed to shine through. The 
seven Soul canisters, one empty and six filled, were laid out for the 
taking . 

As Asgore muttered his final words, begging the child to take his 
Soul to pass the barrier and leave his people be, Flowey barely 
restrained a cruel snicker. He watched with a proud smile on his face 
as the kid buried the knife to the hilt inside the king's body. It 
was finally time. 

As the worthless old man turned to dust, Flowey prepared his 
'friendliness pellets'. A single white light shone out from the 
monster's collapsing form. The king's Soul. It was all that the 
little human needed in order to cross the barrier and abandon 
everyone. There was _no way_ that Flowey was going to let them have 
it. He'd shatter it into tiny pieces and take the collected Souls. 

The child had to stay. Here. _With him_. Even if it meant that they 



could never get out of the underground. Even if it meant that the 
timeline would be reset again and again. They were going to be 
together, just like old times. _Forever_. Just him and Cha- 

A splitting pain stopped Flowey from finishing that thought. 

In a brief moment of confusion he tried to look around but quickly 
found it was impossible. A small whimper made its way unbidden out of 
his mouth as he tried to figure out what had just occurred. But he 
couldn't think. Something was wrong. 

The child walked up to him, the shaking white Soul of the former Boss 
Monster quietly fracturing in their palm. They stared down at him 
with empty red eyes and a smile that held no kindness. It occurred to 
Flowey that there was something missing. He'd been watching the kid 
since the Ruins, he ought to know if anything was odd about them, 
right ? 

Struggling, he tried to pinpoint what was off. They had their striped 
shirt, rosy cheeks, heart-shaped locket, dust-covered knife- knife? 
No. They didn't have their knife in their hand. So where was the 
knife? Within his limited view, Flowey couldn't see the rusty knife 
anywhere. If only he could turn his head, he might be able to see if 
they had dropped it. But somehow he was pinned in place. 

As he wondered what could have happened to the treasured weapon his 
head throbbed. It was so hard to think. Why couldn't he 
focus ? 

Smiling, the child knelt down in front of him. Unable to look away, 
Flowey simply stared back with wide eyes. 

"... Ch- Cha . . . ra? " 

There was a sharp _shing_ as the child retrieved their blade from 
Flowey 's trembling face. Suddenly free, Flowey flopped forward and 
shivered violently. The splitting pain raced through his small body 
and turned his mind completely white. He couldn't see properly. This 
wasn't how it was supposed to go. 

Again and again the knife was brought down onto his small 
f orm . 

Despite being a flower... it somehow hurt. 

For the first time in what seemed like like forever, Flowey was 
almost certain that what he felt right then was pure, instinctual 
_fear_. He reached out to his Savestates. It didn't matter which one 
he picked, he just wanted to get to one that wasn't where he was 
right then. Heck, he'd reset right back to the beginning of the Ruins 
if he had to. He just wanted the pain to stop. He didn't want to die. 
The silence and isolation of death was the only thing that still 
unnerved him. 

But even as he desperately reached out, he remembered how _they _had 
always been so much stronger than him. They prevented him from 
reaching to his Savestates, blocking his path and overpowering his 
ability to reset. Damnit ! If only he'd absorbed the human Souls 
before attempting to shatter Asgore ' s . He could have been a powerful 
monstrosity already. He could have beaten them! But now he was being 



blocked by the power of the kid's own ability to Save. 


They were supposed to be best friends, together forever... yet here 
he was, being cut into pieces so small that he might as well be 
considered pulp. All the Determination that had been injected into 
him still couldn't outweigh that of his sibling. He was simply 
_weaker_ than they were. 

Like a fool, Flowey had forgotten his mantra of Kill or Be Killed 
could also apply to himself. 

He remained conscious just long enough to watch the smiling child 
stand and walk towards the barrier. After that... there was 
nothing . 


2. Introducting an Eighth Soul 

The evening air was chilling; you should have brought something 
warmer to wear. 

Your flashlight shone dimly through the forest that covered the 
mountainside. All around you, similarly freezing people shivered as 
they called out into the night, hoping that their missing friends and 
loved ones might suddenly show themselves. Your breath created soft 
clouds of warmth as you scanned the area. The safe, marked paths had 
ended a few kilometers back and the underbrush was clawing 
uncomfortably at your pants. You wondered how much further you would 
be able to go before your group decided to call it quits. 

It was a rare day that anyone would organise an independent search 
party anywhere near Mount Ebott, but recently so many people had been 
disappearing that nothing could stop small, determined groups like 
yours from giving it a go. Normally it would be a job for the police. 
The mountain was said to be dangerous; urban legends went so far as 
to say that it was haunted by strange creatures. People would 
sometimes vanish around the area, either because they didn't know any 
better or they knew all too well. It was a place that was usually 
avoided, especially at dusk. But none of you felt you had a 
choice . 

Things were getting out of hand. Sure, legends of disappearances were 
one thing, but having it happen to people who had no reason to do so 
and in such quantities... It was unsettling. One day you'd be talking 
to a friend, a co-worker, maybe a family member, and the next day 
they were gone. No notes left behind, no behavioural signs to explain 
it; all different people from all different backgrounds just- gone. 
The only real lead that anyone had was that all the missing people 
had last been seen around the area of... 

Well, take a guess. 

That wasn't to say that the police weren't trying. They had their own 
investigations of the bus routes and freeways, as well as aerial 
surveillance of the mountain and such. But it just wasn't _enough_. 
The plant life was too overgrown for helicopters to be of any real 
use and the police search parties never went ventured any further up 
than their paperwork allowed. There was simply too much ground to 
cover and not enough personnel on the force. Besides, venturing 
anywhere up beyond the faint trails around the mountain was difficult 



to organise and monitor. You'd have to be a fool to try it. 

So that was why you were out now, nose freezing and voice getting 
kinda raw. Because you were too stubborn to let the situation 
be . 

There 'd been a few people you'd known who had disappeared without a 
trace. Good, kind people that you hadn't really been close to 
yourself, but had been friends to your friends. How could you say no 
to volunteering? You'd seen the heartbroken looks on the faces of the 
affected, observed with a quiet nervousness as the city became more 
paranoid and the voids left behind by the missing persons became more 
obvious in day-to-day life. If you could find even one clue as to 
what had happened to them- one scrap of hope- then this would all be 
worth it . 

But things were looking grim. Soon it would be too dark to continue 
safely and the forest was getting so thick that only wild animals and 
small children would be able to navigate any further. 

_Thinking about this kind of stuff isn't helpful to anyone. _ You 
thought bitterly as you rubbed your cold nose. 

Sighing, you began to turn back. 

Admittedly your group wasn't very well organised. Fanning out to 
cover more ground had been a great idea when you were all close to 
the base of the mountain, but as you hiked upwards it was harder to 
keep an eye on each other. You'd hate to come all the way up here to 
try and find some of the missing people only to end up expanding the 
list instead. 

Squinting, you tried to pinpoint the wavering torch lights of the 
other volunteers. It was hard to do with so many leaves and branches 
constantly in your face. The sound of grass, bushes and tree tops 
being whipped about by the frozen wind filled your ears. It was... 
unusually silent. Had you really been trapped in your thoughts that 
long? You could have sworn that it was only a moment ago that others 
were calling out into the wilderness alongside you. 

Carefully, you maneuvered your way along the mountain. You called out 
several times, straining to hear a response. But... you couldn't hear 
the voices of your party at all. 

Damn, you really must've gotten lost yourself. How terribly 
ironic . 

Oh well, what's done is done, they say. You were responsible enough 
to handle yourself. Finding your way off a mountain was easy; all you 
had to do was head downwards. Eventually you would reach the safety 
of the paths and easily circle around to the meeting spot, right? 

Even if it the mountain you were descending was a cold, possibly 
haunted one which was famous for spiriting people away _long _before 
the recent disappearances. 

a€ 1 You held your flashlight tighter. 

There was no phone service up on the mountainside, which left you 
feeling guilty in advance for the worry that you would undoubtedly be 
causing your group. As you set off you began practicing the perfect 



way to apologise. You'd have to say sorry for wandering off, not 
paying attention, possibly backing out on the search early (if the 
party was still on the mountain)- _ugh_, it was a long list. But 
there was no way you were going to remain alone on that giant, creepy 
dirt pile. 

Your thoughts were interrupted by a distant sound. It was so quiet 
that you thought that it might have been a trick of the wind or even 
your imagination. Straining to hear past the whipping of the grass 
and the leaves, you remained completely still. 

There were crickets chirping in the dry bushes. A constant whisper 
was brought in by the soft, yet bitterly cold wind that pushed past 
you. Even the flashlight in your hand gave an almost inaudible hum as 
its batteries became weaker with every passing moment. 

Perhaps it had been your imagination after all. For some reason you 
had thought you'd heard footsteps and a tiny giggle. Maybe the 
mountain really was getting to- 

A shaky sob cut through the night air. 

_0h my god, I hope that's not a ghost. _ 

You shook your irrational thoughts away. Just because you were on a 
spooky mountain where centuries worth of people were possibly killed 
or committed suicide didn't mean that the child-like sound you heard 
was a ghost. I-it could be one of the missing people you were looking 
f or ! a€ 1 Right ? 

During your moment of pause another sob echoed over the wind. A tiny 
voice, stuttering and obviously in poor condition, called out; 
"H...ello? PI... ease! Some-some ... one, pi . . . easea€ 1 " 

"Hello! I can hear you! Don't worry, I'm coming to help!" 

The small cry for help hit you right in the heart. Now was not the 
time to be comparing your situation to a cliche horror movie! Real 
people's lives were possibly at stake! If you ran down the mountain 
screaming because of 'ghosts' and it ended up being a _real _person 
in need of _real _medical attentiona€l Well, you wouldn't be able to 
live with yourself. 

You quickly jogged through the woods in the direction you had heard 
the voice, careful to keep a good eye on your footing as you searched 
the area. The thought of someone being in trouble reminded you 
exactly why you had volunteered for the search party in the first 
place. There were people out there who needed help. People who had 
their families grieving over them and friends feeling lost and 
useless due to their absence. Right now, you were the only person 
available who could potentially save them. 

Even though your throat was getting dry you kept yelling out 
periodically, trying to get the crying person's attention. You asked 
them to call back but they only continued to sob quietly. Despite the 
faint paranoia in your head, your heart reached out to them. They 
sounded so young. 

As soon as you reached the area where you were certain the sounds 
were coming from, everything became deadly silent 



"Hello? Are you still there? Say something, please!" 


But there was no response. Once again, you were left in the silence 
and the dark. 

However, you couldn't give up and go back down the mountain just yet. 
You knew you hadn't been imagining that crying child. Somewhere up 
here was a kid in distress and by god _you were going to help 
them_. 

You squeezed yourself through the gaps in trees and shuffled around 
bushes. There had to be something out here that could show you were 
the crying had been coming from. Footprints in the dirt? A lost item? 
A broken stick or two? _Anything_. 

The trees and twigs scratched you through your thin jumper. Their 
persistent little claws stung you and you had to back off several 
times just to find a safer way forward. But all you were rewarded 
with was a whole lot of nothing. 

At least, until you stumbled across a hole of nothing. 

A cave awning nearly twice your size and more than thrice as wide 
stood before you. Stalagmites and stalactites decorated the interior. 
A faint dripping sound could be heard from the depths. As you took a 
step closer a cold, yet stale, gust of wind could be felt gently 
pushing its way out from the mountain depths. You shivered slightly 
despite the wind from inside managing to be a few degrees warmer than 
it was outside. In the dark of the quickly encroaching night the cave 
was a pretty ominous sight. 

A small sob echoed off of the stone walls exactly like the ones you 
had heard before. You felt your body lock up. It had been much 
clearer this time (and not echo-y enough to match up with your horror 
media experiences) . There really _was _a living person still lost on 
the mountain. You actually found one! But... did you really want to 
be traversing a pitch-black cave all alone? 

Again you cursed yourself for getting separated from the group. Mount 
Ebott was not the kind of place you ever wanted to be lost in. Not to 
mention that having the experience of several older volunteers (as 
well as their basic equipment and first aid training) would have made 
you much less nervous about rescuing a missing person. What if they 
were injured, poisoned or sick? Would you really be able to handle it 
on your own? 

Before you could decide on your next step a strained voice echoed 
towards you, "H... hel...p. PI... ease?" 

Throwing caution to the wind you immediately made your way into the 
mouth of the cave. Whoever was in there needed help and they needed 
it _now_. Even if it turned out that you didn't have the experience 
to help the lost person properlya€ 1 well, you could at least try. If 
worse came to worst you could calm them and race back to your group 
to tell them the cave's location. Or maybe you could carry them, they 
did sound like a small child after all. 

Hidden in the depths of the cave was a sudden steep drop. It had a 
circumf erence of at least a couple of metres and probably led 



straight down into some deeper section of the mountain. Flecks of 
moonlight shone down from a hole in the ceiling and illuminated the 
edges of the pit but failed to reveal anything deeper. Peering over 
the edge, your sputtering flashlight completely failed to pierce the 
darkness below. You couldn't bring yourself to stand too close, just 
in case. 

What if the crying person had fallen down there? Maybe that had been 
why you'd heard them in the forest one minute and in the cave the 
next. You hadn't heard a scream, but that didn't make it impossible. 
Worse, maybe the person had been trapped down there the entire time 
and their cries had echoed up to you above-ground. If the hole in the 
ceiling was any indication, the cave could be connected to various 
sinkholes and pits. You might have walked past some of them in your 
search . 

You bit your lip. The hole was way too deep; you didn't have the 
equipment to help a person out of such a dangerous spot nor the 
ability to treat any severe injuries a fall like that might 
cause . 

Still, you had come this far. 

"Hello? Are you down there?" You called, praying that the person 
would answer and be alright. 

For a long time there was no response and you circled the pit, trying 

to get a better vantage point. If you got too close there was no 

doubt that the thick dirt would fall away under your weight. Not to 
mention the entire area was a tripping hazard with stubborn vines and 
rocks sticking out like they were just inviting your feet to catch on 

them. The dripping echoed away in the distance, reminding you also 

that good portions of the ground consisted of slippery and no doubt 
sharp stone beneath the protective soles of your shoes. Damn those 
stalactites . 

You nervously let out a breath through clenched teeth. It came out as 
a hissing fog in the cold air as you continued to test the stability 
of the ground with the tips of your shoes. Finding an area that you 
deemed safe enough, you inched forward and tilted your light 
downwards. It seemed like there might have been something at the 
bottom, but the night and the cave were both so dark you could barely 
tell . 

You began to doubt your thinking. Was it really possible to survive a 
fall that far? Maybe it would be better (_safer_) to search the rest 
of the cave first. 

Just as you were about to back up again you heard a giggle from 
behind you. 

Pain shot up your leg and you let out a scream, whipping around in an 
unthinking motion. As your arm swung back the flashlight in your hand 
connected with something hard. There was an angry cry, but you were 
in too much of a panic to see what it was. Your leg gave out 
underneath you as you were halfway through your turn, causing you to 
slip backwards across and over the lip of the pit. Your own terrified 
shout echoed back at you through the cave, filling your ears and 
drowning out any other fearful sounds you might have made. 



The last thing you saw as you fell down was a victorious smile and 
vengeful red eyes. 


3 . Waking in Ruins 

Hello again! Admittedly I almost forgot to upload today because I was 
so tired, but I managed it anyway. 

These chapters seem pretty short now that I'm posting them up. Maybe 
it's because of my need to constantly end with clif fhangers ? Oh well. 
I also had some trouble with the small time-skip lines. I didn't know 
how to create a break that didn't interrupt the story by being too 
obnoxious while still being registered by the website's formatting. I 
guess a pair of ellipses will have to do for now. 

The plot doesn't move very far forward with this one. At some point 
I'm going to have to change from writing under 3,000 word blocks to 
aiming for ~4,000. It might make for a better read. 

Anyway, hope you enjoy. 


* * 


* 


><p>You drifted in and out of consciousness for a long time. 

Sometimes the world was dull enough that you couldn't feel anything, 
but others were far more cruel. An extreme pain spread along your 
nerves whenever your mind dared to return, causing you to hiss and 
whimper until the darkness claimed you again. You couldn't manage to 
properly scream or cry whenever you woke because you were always too 
tired. It simply felt like there wasn't enough air in your lungs. You 
never really had the time to think about what was going on in these 
short periods of agony, you only knew that you were very badly hurt 
and needed help.<p> 

There were quiet murmurs around you and you groggily realised that 
you were not alone. Something moved and what felt like white hot fire 
shot up your leg, causing you to cry out and shake. It hurt so much 
that you just wanted to curl up into a ball to get away from it, but 
even your own movements were torture and you just ended up miserably 
gasping for breath with your eyes squeezed shut. Your throat was too 
cracked and dry to scream a second time as you whimpered and felt 
sweat gather on your face. 

Someone placed something large and warm against your skin. You were 
almost certain it was a fuzzy blanket of some sort. It pushed the 
sticky patches of your hair gently out of your face and rocked your 
head softly. It was comforting and you eventually managed to calm 
yourself, trying and failing to mutter out something that might have 
resembled a thank you. 

You felt yourself being lifted upwards as you silently blacked out 
again . 



It was bad again when you woke up. Pain throbbed through your body 
starting from your lower leg and you quietly wheezed out a miserable 
breath. This time was different from the others. You just knew you 
were going to remain conscious and you cursed your miserable 
existence. Laying still in an attempt to even out your breathing, you 
worked on opening your eyes. 

The roof above you was dim and blurry as you continued to squint and 
blink at it. For a moment you dully wondered who had built a roof 
over the hole you'd fell down before you began to remember faint 
feelings and movements from the times you'd almost woken 
up . 

Obviously someone had moved you to a safer (and softer) place. 
Wherever you were it didn't smell like a hospital, which meant that 
it was unlikely to be a member of your search party. You had all 
agreed prior on the proper responses to injury during the search: Get 
to a zone with reception and call an ambulance immediately. Maybe 
someone who lived near the mountain had found you and carried you to 
their home? 

And yet, as you stared at the ceiling and tried to calmly sort 
through the details of your situation, you felt terrified. 

You'd been separated from your group, lost on a mountain known for 
causing dozens of people to go missing. You'd been lured even further 
away from the path by a strange child calling for help and then 
attacked (if the pain was anything to go by) when you had no hope of 
escaping safely. It seemed so obvious now why people had been going 
missing. Such a simple trick could lead any concerned passer-by away 
from help and onto the mountain. You honestly wanted to kick 
yourself. Your concern and determination had led you to acting like a 
character from a slasher flick. And worse... 

What if whoever picked you up was in on it too? 

_Should have gone back to the group, IDIOT !_ You hissed at 
yourself . 

You squeezed your eyes shut again and tried to calm the panic 
building up within you. You were letting yourself get paranoid. There 
was still a chance that the people who had picked you up were good. 
There was no guarantee that they were weird murderers. Or kidnappers. 
Or weird kidnapping murderers. You didn't even know how long you had 
been out for. Maybe your mysterious rescuers were outside right now, 
calling for help. There was no decent cell service on the mountain 
after all. Still, you wished you could remember what happened 
properly . 

Unfortunately the only image that your mind could pull forth from the 
pain and panic was a pair of blood-red eyes. 

You shivered at the memory. Though you couldn't remember your 
assailant's features with complete accuracy, the image of those eyes 
was burned into your mind. There 'd been so much hatred behind them 
and, even deeper than that, there had been a dangerous spark that 



made you picture a smug villain proclaiming their victory. Something 
about them made your gut twist and your head pound with a fear that 
you couldn't understand. All you knew was that you never wanted to 
come face to face with those eyes ever again, even in a fuzzy 
recollect ion . 

Now fully awake and out of other options, you looked around the room 
with a heavy head. It was dark and smelt faintly of warm wood and 
worn carpets. Wherever you were it must have been decently close to 
the mountain; you didn't know anywhere in the city could replicate 
the distant yet pleasant scent of soft soil and dried leaves. Other 
than that it just seemed kind of small; the kind of room you'd expect 
to be used for kids or very young teens. Maybe it would have been at 
least a little more interesting if you could actually inspect the 
objects in the room, but you were just too sore to get up to walk 
around and investigate further. 

Besides , there was something more important you had to inspect first; 
yourself. Or, at least, your leg. You had a feeling that it probably 
wouldn't be good due to the occasionally spiking pain that would 
travel up and cause you to flinch and tear up. 

Steeling yourself, you groaned as you hefted your heavy head off the 
pillow you were laying on. For a moment the world was spinning and 
you almost passed out again. Just how far had you fallen? Maybe you 
had a head injury. You felt really weak in general and wondered for a 
moment if you should give up and lie back down. After a moment of 
internal debate, curiosity won out over your exhaustion. You wheezed 
with the effort it took to lift yourself onto your elbows, careful to 
keep everything below your hips as still as possible to prevent 
injuring yourself more. 

You hung your head low and stared blindly at your lap. Your vision 
was swirling around and nausea was beginning to overtake you. During 
the time it took for your dizziness to fade you noticed that your leg 
was propped up on something. Damn, was it broken? It hurt enough to 
be broken. Would you have to wear a cast? Or maybe it was just 
swollen . . . 

As soon as you caught your breath you looked up to assess the 
damage . 

"Oh no. Oh no, no. S-shi... no, no, no... nooo...!" 

It was _way _worse than you had thought . 

You whined and whimpered as you let your head fall back onto the 
downy pillow. Your ears were ringing as your mind spiralled into an 
instinctual panic that you couldn't control. Despite trying to remain 
calm and logical about the situation, you felt yourself becoming 
faint . 

The pain you'd felt in your leg was the result of a stab wound. The 
weapon used to attack you was a rusty steel knife. 

You knew this because the knife was still there, handle pressed flat 
to the back of your leg and the tip of the blade jutting out through 
the opposite side. 

_It ' s ok! I'm ok! _You repeated to yourself as your vision swam and 



your ears reached a pitch that made your head fog over. _I'm not 
dead. At least I'm not dead. I'm still alive and this can be 
f ixed !_ 

Without your permission, your body continued to react to your 
distress. Your breathing became shaky despite how much you tried to 
even it out and your vision began to blur as hot tears ran thick 
trails down your face. A thick clump of something sat heavy in your 
throat and chest. Everything was so unbelievably horrible in that 
moment. You didn't know where you were, how you got there or what 
you'd done to deserve anything that was happening to you. It wasn't 
_f air_. 

Sniffling, you pressed your hands hard over your eyes, trying to use 
the pressure as a distraction of some kind. It didn't really work and 
you continued to sniffle quietly. 

Why was the knife _still there_? Maybe the person who ' d taken you to 
the child's room didn't have the medical experience to remove it. It 
was probably better this way. After all, if the knife was removed 
you'd just be left with a knife-shaped hole. It was no wonder you 
were so weak and dizzy. How much blood had you lost before you woke 
up? You probably didn't have much more to lose. Despite the way 
things looked, the best course of action seemed to be to leave the 
knife there and allow your dried blood to keep the wound 
sealed . 

Your calf muscles twitched in response to your racing thoughts and a 
new wave of pain flicked through you. Gritting your teeth, you 
resigned yourself to it. You would endure this no matter how much 
your body seemed to want to freak out. 

About eight minutes later you felt that you were finally beginning to 
calm down. Your tears had dried against your face, clumping your eye 
lashes together with salt. The ringing in your ears faded, becoming a 
dull hum and eventually leaving you in silence. Your breathing was 
even and the pain was _just _sitting on the line of 'not _completely_ 
unbearable'. All things considered, you felt kind of proud of 
yourself. Compared to what could have been, you felt you'd stayed 
relatively in control of your absolutely justified panic 
attack . 

Maybe if you just didn't think about it, everything would be fine. 

All you had to do was avoid looking down. 

Now you were tired again. All the panic, fear and pain had taken a 
huge toll on you. Worrying about what was going to happen next only 
made you feel sick and uncomfortable. You didn't want to be awake. 

You wanted to be at a hospital with a perfectly healed leg. Maybe if 
you just went back to sleep the next time you opened your eyes would 
be on a bright, clean hospital bed. . . 

Just as you were about to drift off again the bedroom door 
opened . 

You quickly snapped back to attention, keeping yourself as still as 
possible as someone very large entered the room. You briefly 
contemplated pretending that you were still asleep- _What if they're 
dangerous?_ your mind questioned again- but you felt that very little 
would be solved that way. You needed to know what kind of situation 



you were in: was this person was your savior or your unfortunate end? 
So, instead of letting yourself fade back into unconsciousness , you 
braced yourself and shielded your eyes as the lights snapped 
on . 

a€ 1 

"Oh dear, you're awake!" 


4 . Talking with Toriel 

It took a while before you were able to focus on the person who had 
spoken. The bright lights of the room had been a surprise to your 

senses when you had been so well adjusted to the darkness. From their 

voice alone you could tell that whoever had entered was probably some 
kindly, middle-aged lady and instantly felt better about your 
situation. It was hard to imagine that someone with such a motherly 
voice could be a kidnapper or murderer of any kind. Maybe you had let 

your imagination run away too far on that one. 

Rubbing the last of the spots from your eyes you finally looked upon 
the face of your saviour... and froze. 

The person before you was actually a large, fuzzy, white mammalian 
creature. She bore a stunning resemblance to a cow or goat, with two 
small horns sitting atop her head and tiny fangs poking out past her 
upper lip. She wore a deep purple robe of some sort which was 
embroidered with a series of large shapes on the front. Her height 
would have allowed her to easily tower over you even if you weren't 
bedridden and she looked down at you with warm, yet deeply concerned 
eyes . 

Quietly, you double checked yourself. Were you dreaming? You hadn't 
already passed out had you? You could easily picture yourself being 
so tired after the shock of seeing your leg that you slipped into 
sleep while you were still crying. It sounded cliche, but... 

"My dear, are you quite alright? I don't mean to sound rude, but are 
you capable of speech?" 

"Y-yeah." You answered quickly, the question shaking you out of your 
thoughts. "Yeah, I'm... sorry." 

"Oh no, no. There is no need to be sorry..." the creature said, 
smiling pleasantly and petting your arm. "You have been through quite 
the ordeal . " 

You felt bad about the sneaking trepidation that was attempting to 
worm its way into your mind. This woman, whatever she was, seemed 
genuinely worried about you. Despite being so large there was nothing 
about her physique that was particularly threatening. She seemed very 
soft, in every aspect of the word; what with her lack of any 
dangerously sharp edges and clean fur. You figured that it would be 
fine to give her the benefit of the doubt and assume she was as kind 
as she looked. 


"Were you the- the one who brought me here?" You asked, throat 
catching and cracking due to its dryness. You knew that you shouldn't 
have cried that much earlier, now you were parched. If only it was 



possible to control your body with raw logic instead of emotion. 
Unfortunately there was nothing to be done about it now. Besides, 
someone in your situation should be allowed to have a terrified 
crying fit... or ten. 

Catching the sound of your voice, the woman gently lifted your head 
and brought a cup of water up to your lips. You hadn't noticed 
before, but she'd carried several items into the room with her, 
including a bucket of water and a cloth. 

"Yes, I carried you myself. Though I did have some assistance in 
making you more comfortable." She informed you softly, making sure 
that you didn't spill any water as you quickly gulped it down. Gently 
she brought the cloth to your face and wiped your cheeks. You 
struggled and tried to protest, but you were weak from your injuries 
and emotionally exhausted on top of that. Once your face was clean 
the woman gently pat your head with a paw to comfort you. 

A brief memory of waking up to pain and the soft touch of something 
trying to soothe you echoed through your foggy head. The thought made 
a small rush of embarrassment race through you as you realised you'd 
mistaken the woman's fur covered paw for a blanket. You tried to 
reason with yourself that you had been semi-conscious at the time and 
it was an easy mistake to make, but your body had already decided 
that you were going to react awkwardly. Very suddenly you felt 
yourself blushing. The goat-woman gave a soft chuckle at your 
reddening face which made you self-conscious , making you blush more. 
Very quickly you found yourself caught in a downward spiral of 
internal embarrassment. 

Despite your misbehaving emotions, you felt warm. Not because of the 
heat in your face but because you felt safe in the strange lady's 
presence. You didn't know this woman, but you understood that she was 
kind. There was no doubt in your mind that she really had been the 
one to save you after your terrifying incident on the 
mountain . 

Speaking was a lot easier once your throat didn't feel like a gravel 
pit and you politely introduced yourself. The lady responded in turn 
by telling you that her name was Toriel and casually informed you 
that she was a monster. You paused a moment to consider her words. 

A monster? Was that what she really was? It struck you as pretty 
confusing. A title such as 'monster' didn't seem very fitting for 
someone who was treating you so kindly. 

"You were in a terrible state when we discovered you..." Toriel 
muttered sadly as she dipped the cloth in her bucket and wringed the 
excess water out. "So many scratches... and this..." 

She reached carefully for your leg and you flinched back, hissing at 
even the slightest contact. You thought you might start crying again 
it hurt so much. Toriel whispered reassurances and slowly helped you 
relax and deal with the pain. 

As she carefully washed down your leg with the warm cloth, you 
couldn't help but feel that you should be feeling more pain. From 
what you could remember seeing before the ringing in your head had 
forced you to look away, the wound was pretty awful. Not only was the 
knife in poor condition but blood had clumped around the edges and 



crusted darkly in drippy patterns. Sure, you always strived for at 
least a decent amount of self-control, but a rusty knife plunged 
through your lower leg would surely have you screaming up a storm 
without the right treatment. Was there some kind of painkiller mixed 
into the water she was cleaning you with? 

You quietly brought up your questions to Toriel, who nodded as she 
continued her work. 

"I've used my magic to dull the pain. It is not an easy task. Most 
monsters can be instantly healed and the problem is solved, but I 
believe a wound like this may be something that only a human could 
receive. It seems almost impossible for me to treat and I am unsure 
how to proceed safely, so I can only manage to use enough energy to 
keep the worst of it at bay." 

"You can do magic?" you asked in awe. 

"Why, yes, my dear." Toriel smiled in response. "All monsters are 
capable of some level of magic." 

"That's amazing." You smiled back, barely registering the fact that 
Toriel had finished cleaning your leg, "Monsters sound pretty strong. 
I guess something like this would be nothing to someone like 
you . " 

"Oh no, dear, " Toriel shook her head quickly, "any monster that 
received a wound like this would likely be dust by now." 

When you looked at her with a mixture of surprise and confusion, 
Toriel straightened up and began to elaborate. 

"Monsters are primarily made of both Magic and Dust. We also have 
systems related to our Souls, including HP." 

She looked at you to see if you understood what she had said so far. 
The way her eyes were focussed so intently on youa€ 1 Was she 
expecting you to say something? Wait, was she was really going to 
teach you stuff about monsters? While you were laid out and injured? 
Even though you had _literally _just met? 

Her stare made you feel as though you were sitting in class and were 
being handed an essay-length test. You quickly scrambled to throw 
together _any _kind of response. 

"Uh, s-souls? Like, the essence of a person?" You received a nod. 

"And HP is short for health points- or, urn, hit points, 
right ? " 

"Yes, that is exactly it, my dear. Though some of our more poetic 
ancestors referred to it as HOPE." Toriel smiled, pleased that you 
were keeping up. "A monster's Soul dictates how much HP they have. If 
a monster's HP is completely depleted... well, they..." 

She looked away with a sad sigh. There was a deep sorrow on her 
features that you'd seen many times over the past few days. The 
volunteers you had met who ' d had their loved ones go missing often 
had the same tiredness to their eyes and downwards tilt to their 
heads. You stumbled through all the comforting words in your mind, 
but failed to voice any of them. You already knew from experience 



that throwing out hollow words of condolence was like putting 
bandaids on a broken arm. 

Instead you continued on, skipping the uncomfortable moment and 
leaving the questions it brought up unasked. 

"Toriel, I still don't understand. I know this is a pretty severe 
injury but how could it kill a monster? Does all the magic fall out 
or something?" 

Instantly Toriel began giggling, "Oh! Oh my _goodness_, no! It 
doesn't work that way at all! Magic cannot simply... hehe, oh what a 
thought ! " 

You didn't really understand why what you had said that was so funny, 
but you accepted that it was a good thing since it had wiped Toriel ' s 
sorrowful expression away so quickly. After a few moments of 
snickering quietly to herself at whatever mental image your words had 
given her, she calmed down and continued. 

"No, my dear, it is not because the magic... 'falls out'. Rather it 
is the intent behind the blow." She became more and more serious as 
she continued, eyes occasionally flicking to your leg. "A monster's 
body has a tight connection with their Soul. If they are struck with 
killing intent, it doesn't matter where the blow lands as long as it 
strikes deep enough. That anger and want to inflict pain disturbs the 
flow of magic and can inflict great damage to our HP. No monster 
would be able to survive a completely purposeful blow..." 

As she finished, she no longer tried to keep her eyes on your face. 
Her attention was entirely focussed upon the knife that was thrust 
through your body. 

"... And I highly doubt that you _fell _onto this weapon." 

The look returned to Toriel ' s face again, though this time it was 
laced with something unfamiliar to you. The mix of emotions quickly 
disappeared before you could decipher it and she looked back to your 
face with a tired smile. 

"Well, now that that's all that said and done, you must be starving. 
I'll be right back with something to help you regain your 
strength . " 


5. The Only Options in the Underground 

It took an uncomfortably long time but you were finally able to look 
at your leg without having a small anxiety attack each time. You were 
pretty darn proud of yourself for having achieved such a feat, though 
you still had to thank Toriel. You didn't really understand how magic 
worked, but you knew that it was acting just about as well as any 
painkiller. Not to mention that it was far easier to glance downwards 
when your leg didn't look like a complete war zone. 

She'd done so much for you in such a short amount of time; rescuing 
you, giving you a soft bed, keeping your leg raised while you were 
unconscious, cleaning your wounds and comforting you. Not to mention 
bringing you lunch! You made sure to let her know how grateful you 
were when she returned with two plates of sandwiches. She waved off 



your thanks with a smile and sat herself down on a chair she had 
pulled up next to you. 


You didn't recognize some of the things that were in the sandwich, 
but you could both see and taste that most of it was salad 
ingredients and some kind of root vegetable. The strangest thing 
about it was how it seemed to disappear into you like cotton candy. 
You were pretty sure sandwiches shouldn't be able to do that, but you 
weren't going to be rude and question it. It had a delicious and 
unique flavour so you ended up cleaning off your plate rather 
quickly. Almost all your nausea and dizziness was gone by the time 
you were done. You wondered if the food was infused with some kind of 
healing magic and smiled in wonder, thanking Toriel. 

"I'm glad you enjoyed it, my dear." She said as she stacked your 
plate on top of hers and placed them on the bedside table. 

You shifted uncomfortably. Your leg was acting up again and it was 
sending twitches through you at random intervals. Maybe magic healing 
food hadn't been the best idea. It felt as though some of your skin 
had tried to patch up again and now the blade was trying to cut 
through you a second time. You ground your teeth together tightly, 
stiffening your jaw as you rode it out in silence. 

Even with everything that Toriel had done, knowing that the knife was 
still there made the hairs on the back of your neck prickle and your 
stomach twist uncomfortably. As nice as the monster lady was you 
couldn't just hang around all day with her while you were in such a 
state. It was justa€ 1 for some reason you felt nervous about bringing 
up the issue. 

Letting out a long sigh, you decided to finally bite the 
bullet . 

"Urn, hey, not to get too serious again so soon, " you began 
hesitantly, staring at your hands, "but I need to get this knife 
removed sooner or later." 

As you had expected, the monster-woman stiffened at your words. 

"I'm sorry, but I don't have the knowledge or ability to help you do 
that." She muttered with a look of regret. 

"I need to get to a hospital. I need a doctor to get this thing out 
of me before it gets worse." 

There was a moment of silence as Toriel looked at the floor and 
squeezed her eyes shut. You allowed the silence to stretch on as she 
thought. There was no real way of knowing how she was going to react. 
You had only known her for a mere couple of hours. 

_This is the part where she turns on me. _The negative part of you 
whined. _She'll attack and lock me away so that I can never leave. 

She might not even understand how human wounds work! I'll end up with 
an infection and die._ 

You quietly boxed the little voice away as Toriel began to lift her 
head again. She sighed and looked at you with exhausted eyes. 

"How old are you, my dear?" 



The question took you by surprise and it took a moment for you to 
respond. She nodded before continuing, "You may be among the oldest 
humans to ever fall down here." 

You blinked out of confusion. Was taking care of humans a common 
thing for Toriel? How young had the other humans been when they'd 
ended up meeting her? You remembered the dense forest that had 
covered the mountain. You'd had a thought as you were searching it, 
something about it being too thick and how if you had been a bit 
younger and smaller it might have been easier to maneuver 
through . . . 

"... And with that taken into consideration... it may be simpler to 
just tell you the truth." 

You gazed up at Toriel, slightly nervous about what 'the truth' could 
possibly be. If she was only telling you because you were not within 
her definition of 'child' then you suspected that what she had to say 
would be pretty grim. 

With a deep intake of breath, Toriel once again entered her 'teacher 
mode' as you were beginning to call it. 

"Long ago, I and monsters like myself, were sealed underground. It 
was the conclusion to a war that has long since been forgotten by the 
surface. Humans feared monsters for their powerful magic and their 
affinity with Souls, even though the power of monsters palled in 
comparison in the strength and will of humans. The barrier that the 
humans of the past created is so strong that it prevents anyone from 
leaving the underground. . . Even their own kind who pass through it by 
mistake . " 

And like that she was done. She stared blankly at you, obviously not 
wanting to repeat herself. 

The information sunk in slowly. Toriel ' s explanation had been so 
brief that you barely registered it. The part about the monster/human 
war explained a few wondering questions you'd had about how a 
goat-woman and other monsters could live on a spooky mountain without 
being discovered, but the main point was that there was a magical 
barrier keeping you separated from anyone with human medical 
experience . 

That meant no chance of a proper treatment for your stab 
wound . 

"Th-that's it? There's no way out? Not even one loophole?" You stared 
up at Toriel, wide eyed and clutching at the bedsheets on your 
lap . 

"It would take seven human Souls to break the barrier... But only one 
monster Soul and one human Soul to pass through it. Unfortunately, a 
monster's Soul is only revealed after death... and only the strongest 
of monsters. Boss Monsters, have Souls that last long enough to prove 
useful for that particular task. If you wished to leavea€ 1 You would 
have to murder a monster like myself." 

Your eyes widened further. "What!? Are you serious? I can't do that! 
There ' s no way ! " 



Toriel looked away from you, face full of pain and guilt. She wasn't 
lying, you were sure. You had fallen and been trapped underground, 
miles away from anything that could save you. It was entirely 
possible that you would die slowly deep down in the earth, either 
from your leg being too much to handle or something else killed you. 
Yeah, this was _definitely _the kind of stuff that was too heavy for 
a kid . 

You racked your brain for a solution. There was no way that you could 
allow anyone to get hurt, or god forbid, die for your sake. The way 
that Toriel was talking about using souls as tools for escape creeped 
you out too. As far as you were concerned a person's soul was a 
precious and intangible part of them and was definitely not to be 
disturbed after death. It didn't matter if that person was monster or 
human, you wouldn't dare to even touch on the idea. 

You frowned deeply. If the monsters had been underground for so long 
that humanity just up and forgot about them you were certain that 
they would have exhausted all other possibilities of escape by now. 
Even if there was something that they'd missed there was no way you 
could find anything in your current condition. As much as you hated 
it, that left you with one optiona€l 

"M-my child, I have been cowardly. Perhaps it is time that I 
sacrif iced-" 

"No, forget it." You quickly cut off whatever it was that Toriel was 
about to say. "We'll just have to do this the old fashioned 
way . " 

"...'Old fashioned way'?" Toriel repeated, startled by your sudden 
interruption . 

You looked down at the knife jutting out from your leg, leaning 
closer for better inspection. Though Toriel had cut away the bottom 
of your pant leg to keep the material from irritating the cut and 
making a mess, you felt that at least some kind of bandaging would be 
needed. Despite the jagged edge of the knife and the gut-churning 
sight of the not-so-clean cut, the wound was pretty well sealed 
around the metal. The main issue you would have was re-sealing it 
once you were done. Since it cut all the way through there was the 
huge problem of stopping yourself from losing too much blood. Toriel 
would have to help, as you would probably pass out by that 
point . 

No, scratch that, you would _definitely _pass out. 

"Stitches won't work... probably don't even have the 
materials ..." 

Meanwhile, Toriel watched you mumbling to yourself with a mixture of 
confusion and dread. A monster like her couldn't be expected to know 
how to treat a wound as deep as yours, but she had tried her best 
with her limited experience. As far as she knew humans needed to have 
their wounds sealed at all times or else they woulda€ 1 _leak _to 
death, so she had let the knife be. 


A small corner of Toriel ' s mind had dared to hope that perhaps it 
could be left there permanently without any need for further action; 



humans were so amazingly durable after all. But it seemed that 
wouldn't be the case. She didn't know much of human medicines, 
particularly its modern forms, but from your words it seemed you 
weren't considering modern help anymore. The faint and 
poorly-informed memories she had of 'old fashioned' human medicine 
were, quite frankly, sickening. Were you really going to attempt 
to ... ? 

"H-hey, urn, T-toriel, " You stuttered, looking up at her with a 

nervous smirk to hide your own nerves, "You said that monsters can do 

magic stuff, r-right?" 

"Yes... we certainly can." 

You could see the worry clearly on the poor woman's face. 

Unfortunately for the both of you, you were not in the mood to die. 

You needed to deal with your injuries as soon as possible, like it or 
not. And if that meanta€ 1 doing something like, ugh, like treating 
the wound yourself. 

Welp, you would just have to suck it up! 

You swallowed and continued. 

"So, uh . . . You have healing magic. That'll help. B-but . . . y'know, it 
_might _not be enough. What about fire? Can you do things with 
f ire? " 

"Well, actually, it's a specialty of mine..." Toriel murmured, not 
entirely sure where you were taking things but disturbed 
nonetheless . 

You looked down nervously at your leg. Would this _really _be worth 
it? M-maybe it would be better to just leave the knife there and 
consider other options. But you'd already been told your other 
options, hadn't you? None of them were very appealing. Either you 
could die from blood loss or infection, become an outright 
murderer. . . or. . . 

"Have you ever heard of, w-what ' s the word... cater... c-cauta... 
cauterizing a wound?" 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p> . <p> 


I know what you're thinking, but I promise the next chapter is not as 
bad as you think it is. 

. . . Really . 


6. Toriel ' s Friends 

A few hours had passed since your discussion with Toriel. You'd had 
to explain what a cauterization was, which didn't go so well. It was 



strange how her face could still appear to pale despite the fact that 
it was completely covered in fluffy white fur. Still, it was 
definitely the appropriate response. After all, anyone would have 
that kind of reaction if a wounded stranger suddenly asked them if 
they would kindly help them _melt their flesh_. 

But it wasn't as if you had many other options. 

Leaving the knife in your leg wasn't just uncomfortable, it was 
dangerous. Even if you lay perfectly still your calf muscles 
occasionally twitched and caused you to cut yourself again. If that 
kind of thing kept up you might just bleed to death. Besides, burning 
the cut closed would help to prevent infection and internal bleeding 
if you got it right... Right? 

To be honest, the thought was more than a little sickening to you. 

The only thing that kept you from backing out of the idea was the 
possibility of painful death by disease if you didn't try to do 
something soon. And on top of it all you simply felt bad for Toriel. 
You knew that your injury would be mind-numbingly agonising if the 
kind monster wasn't using some kind of magic as a painkiller; which 
left you feeling extremely guilty. No matter how much you questioned 
her she wouldn't tell you if using her magic was causing her any 
strain. You didn't understand how magic worked but watching her eyes 
get duller and duller over time told you that she wouldn't be able to 
keep it up forever. 

And yet she continued to insist that you try to think of another 
option. Aside from the cold-blooded murder that Toriel had 
disturbingly brought up, the only other thing you could think of was 
stitches. Stitches, however, would not solve the problem of the 
internal bleeding that was bound to happen once the knife was 
removed. For goodness sake the thing was jammed in one side and 
sticking out the other! You had no idea just how many veins and 
muscles had been damaged. Just imagining it made your stomach twist. 
As disgusting as melting your skin and muscle together sounded, 
finding a needle and wire to sew together your own leg wouldn't just 
be torture, it would be _pointless _torture. At least with the use of 
fire magic you might be able to get it over and done with in one 
swift swipe. 

You were sure that getting Toriel to agree with the plan was the 
hardest part and you were glad when she finally promised to help you 
see it through. You didn't even argue with her when she insisted that 
you wait a little longer before attempting the 'procedure'. Honestly, 
there was no way you were going to argue that point. It wasn't as if 
you were looking forward to it yourself. 

"It's almost evening..." you heard her mutter as she washed and dried 
your leg for the third time. You wondered how much more of a mess you 
would make before the end of the day. So far you had stained maybe 
four cloths and several books which were being used to keep your leg 
propped up so the knife handle didn't touch the bed. You hoped that 
the books hadn't been very interesting. 

Not lifting your head from your pillow you sighed. "Soa€l you wanna 
get this over with now?" 

"No, _goodness _no ! We are not prepared for such things just yet." 
Toriel sternly reminded you. "Actually, I am waiting for some... very 



good friends of mine to arrive. 


You raised an eyebrow at the sudden fondness that crept into her 
voice. Even though she'd been taking care of you so well and trying 
to keep your spirits up in order to distract you from your 
unfortunate circumstances , you had been under the impression that 
Toriel was quite the sombre woman. Even as you graciously endured her 
sitting in the bedroom and reading you all one-hundred-and-one snail 
facts from one of her seemingly many books (with the 
one-hundred-and-f irst fact being something she had written in 
herself) you found yourself noticing just how forced her smiles 
were . 

"They must be very nice then." You mused and Toriel beamed back at 
you . 

"Oh yes, my dear, they are quite something." She agreed 
enthusiastically. " Remember when I mentioned to you that I had help 
in bringing you here? Well, they were the monsters who assisted me. I 
walk through the ruins every day to check for humans such as yourself 
who have the misfortune of falling down here. Recently they have been 
accompanying me every day for my evening rounds. Sometimes they even 
stay the night." Sighing and allowing a small, content smile to cross 
her face, Toriel gazed off into nothing. 

"It's nice... having company." 

You smiled in turn and opened your mouth to ask for more details when 
you suddenly heard loud footsteps beyond the bedroom door. 
Immediately, Toriel snapped back to reality and quickly put her 
cleaning materials to the side. She made a beeline for the doorway, 
still chatting happily at you. 

"Oh, that must be them now! I left the entrance slightly ajar so that 
they could arrive on their own today. I hadn't been planning to leave 
your side so-" 

Right before she could grasp the handle, the door was dramatically 
kicked open. It rebounded off the wall with a bang as a tall someone 
stood proudly at the door. The sudden loud noise coupled with the 
jarring entrance caused you to jump slightly. Biting your lip on a 
pained hiss you grabbed at your leg, trying to will away the pain 
that came with accidentally moving the punctured limb. 

"Miss Toriel, I am happy to announce that my brother and I have 
acquired many useful and necessary items for the care of the 
human ! " 

Wow, not only was their entrance loud but so was their voice and 
personality. Your ears were practically ringing from the sudden 
change in volume thanks to the arrival of Toriel ' s friend. 

Over at the door, said motherly monster was inspecting the wall for 
dents and giving a stern glare at the new arrival. Holding several 
blankets and with a great number of shopping bags hanging off of 
their arms was a very guilty looking skeleton. The new monster was 
almost as tall as Toriel and (obviously) very lanky. You couldn't 
really make out what they were wearing behind the mountain of various 
'necessary items' they were carrying, but what you could see was dark 
shorts and round shoulder pads shaped like... basket balls? Monster 



fashion sure was... interesting. 


"Papyrus, I expect that I do not have to explain why what you just 
did was inappropriate." Toriel chided. 

"Oh, I'm, y-yes." The skeleton. Papyrus apparently, responded with 
sweat (huh? _how_?) beading on his brow. "I was just so excited to 
put my mothering skills to practice that I forgot to remember how to 
open the door normally!" 

Shaking her head Toriel sighed and her glare melted away to a gentle 
smile . 

"I supposed it is okay this one time. Just be sure to not do it 
again . " 

Her forgiveness instantly caused the skeleton monster to light up. 
Joyfully he strutted into the centre of the room and dumped down 
everything he'd been carrying onto the ground with a heavy _thwump_. 
After looking proudly at his work he turned to you. You stiffened as 
he immediately approached your bedside with a beaming smile. 

"Human! You are awake! Just as the Qu- Toriel had said!" 

From your half-sitting position on the bed you leaned slightly away 
from the skeleton. It wasn't even because he looked scary, because 
frankly he looked more like a cartoon skeleton come to life rather 
than the anatomical type you'd see in a text book. No, it was more 
the way he stood over you heavily invaded your personal space and 
made you uncomfortable. 

"Y-yep, " you smiled weakly, feeling backed into a corner by the truck 
tons of over-enthusiasm the guy was radiating, "I sure am 
awake . " 

Your nerves went unnoticed as the skeleton's giddiness was only 
encouraged by your response. 

"This is wonderful news! To be honest I was very worried that you 
would not be awake at all." The confession was slightly softer than 
his previous shouting, but the moment worry appeared on his face it 
was replaced by another smile and it was back to the yelling again. 
"But you are awake and that means that you can only get better from 
here on! That is because I, the _great _and _motherly _Papyrus, am 
now here to nurse you back to health with my _many _wonderful 
gifts ! " 

Quickly he turned his back and began to rummage through the pile of 
bags. You shot Toriel a confused look but she only shrugged with a 
funny smile on her face. Before you knew it, several items were being 
shoved into your arms. 

"You'll need this and this... Oh! This is a stuffed toy for you to 
hug! And this is a stuffed toy for the stuffed toy to hug! I also 
bought several blankets in different colours since I didn't know what 
your favourite would be! There's also-" 

"Wow, bro, if you keep stacking things on the bed we might forget 
that there's a human under there." 



Peeking out from behind the many soft toys and blankets that had been 
wrapped around you, your eyes landed on another newcomer. A second 
skeleton, smaller and somehow bulky despite being, well, a 
_skeleton_, stood smiling at your bedside. You probably hadn't 
noticed him walk in thanks to Papyrus' fussing. Unlike his brother, 
this monster was very calm and stood with his hands comfortably 
tucked away in his jacket pockets. He also had little white dots in 
his eye sockets which turned to look at you. Somehow, despite being 
made of bones, he winked. 

"Hey there pal. Name's Sans. Sans the skeleton." 

He offered his hand forward to shake. You tried to reach out and take 
it to be polite but found your hands were trapped under a mountain of 
soft fabrics and knitted animals. Before you could properly free 
yourself. Papyrus let out a garbled sound of anger and grabbed Sans' 
wrist . 

"Nyeh! Sans, you will not expose the human to your infantile 
tomfoolery while they are under my care!" 

As his hand was turned over it was revealed that Sans had taped a 
whoopie cushion to his palm. You raised an eyebrow at the strange 
setup while the busted prankster chuckled. 

"Darn, bro, you got me." 

"... Pretty cheeky." You muttered. It had been startling when they'd 
first arrived, but now that you'd seen the two skeleton brothers for 
yourself you could see why Toriel enjoyed having them around. They 
had personality in spades. 

"Nope, sorry, no cheeks here." Sans said, smile somehow getting 
wider. "I'm all bones." 

A snort was quickly muffled over at the doorway and you turned to see 
Toriel struggling against a fit of giggles. You couldn't really blame 
her, a smile was practically grafted onto your face now thanks to her 
friend's strange antics. 

Noticing that her sudden outburst had made her the center of 
attention, Toriel quickly pulled herself back together and approached 
the three of you. 

"Ahem, yes. Well, Papyrus, you've done a wonderful job in making our 
guest comfortable. I think that everything you've collected will 
definitely be enough to help with the healing process." The effect of 
her words were instantaneous as the taller skeleton lit up like a 
lightbulb. As she stood next to you she clasped her hands together 
and smiled warmly at the brothers, continuing, "The next step is to 
make sure that our new friend has lots to eat and drink as well as 
plenty of rest . " 

"Aha! Another thing I am most certainly great at!" Papyrus declared, 
posing. "Fear not human, as I, the master chef Papyrus, will keep you 
fed at all times! Starting _right now_! " 

And with that he dashed out of the room, a loud 'Nyeh heh heh ! ' 
following him out and into parts of Toriel ' s house that were unknown 
to you. As soon as he left Sans sauntered over to the door and gently 



closed it. 


"... Well, guess it's time to get down to business, huh?" he said 
grimly, turning back to you and Toriel. 

"Yes, I think so too." 

The mood of the room became instantly heavy as both monsters stood at 
your bedside. 

"Toriel, uh, already called me about your... plan." Sans said as he 
approached. His gaze shifted to the side and even though he had a 
smile permanently on his face he looked really unnerved. "... You 
sure this is gonna work? You really wanna do this?" 

Knowing what he was referring to, you looked at your leg. To be 
completely honest you were utterly terrified. You wanted to say no 
and just leave it at that. But you knew you couldn't. Not if you 
wanted to live. 

Swallowing the bile that was pushing its way up your throat you 
nodded and spoke, "If I don't remove this thing now it's just going 
to bleed me out slowly until I die." 

Toriel and Sans shared a nervous glance. After a moment's more 
hesitation they carefully helped to shift you so that your heel was 
placed upon the chair Toriel had been using to read to you from while 
the rest of you sat on the edge of the bed. The new position left 
your leg arched over empty air and Toriel carefully placed an already 
bloody cloth over the floor so that you wouldn't stain it. 

With the preparations taken care of, warm licks of flames began to 
gather in Toriel ' s palms. She nodded at Sans who carefully reached 
out and wrapped a hand around the handle of the knife in your leg. 
Even with just that small amount of pressure you could feel the knife 
digging into you with more intensity. You were suddenly very grateful 
for all of Papyrus' silly little gifts. There were plenty of soft 
things to ball up into your fists as you tensed and tried to keep 
your breathing even. 

"H-hey..." you choked out, not looking at either of the two monsters, 
"i-if, for some reason, this goes wrong... Then that just means 
t-there was nothing you could have done. Okay?" 

You didn't see the nervous looks the two were exchanging, sweat 
gathering on each of their foreheads. You forced yourself to let go 
of a small bunny plush in favor of bunching up the end of one of the 
blankets that had been wrapped around you earlier. 

"The blankets are nice." You muttered before shoving the fabric 
between your teeth and biting down. 

"... Yeah. " Agreed Sans. "I'll tell my bro you said thanks." 


7 . Speaking with Sans 

One more Chapter will be uploaded after this one before I take a 
break! If you can spare a minute to leave some kind of response that 
would be appreciated. I'm still not entirely sure if the writing is 



flowing properly and it would really help me improve the next text 
block . 


* * 


* 


><p>You woke up feeling stiff and drained. Your body was aching and 
heavy as you lay pressed into the soft mattress. Plush and fuzzy toys 
were piled high around you and the blankets over your body were 
almost too hot for you to bear. Unfortunately you were too weak to 
push anything away and so lay helpless among the walls of your 
personal fluff prison. <p> 

And still, despite the pain and discomfort, you were thankful that 
you had woken up at all. 

It had been agonising, even worse than you could have ever expected. 
Because she had been focussing so much on keeping your pain at bay 
before, Toriel only had enough remaining energy to focus on a single 
type of magic during the 'treatment'. That meant that there was no 
healing magic to dull your senses. 

Basically, starting from the exact moment the knife was removed. . . 
you had felt _everything_. 

It was difficult to remember what had happened after that. 

You knew that Toriel had used her fire magic to seal the wound as 
quickly as possible just as she had promised, or else you certainly 
wouldn't be alive to experience the feeling of a stuffed elephant 
trunk poking your face. If you thought about it hard enough you could 
remember how her magic had felt. It wasn't quite like normal flames, 
not to say you had gone around casually melting yourself together 
with fire before, but the magical version seemed to be sharper and 
have an almost electric undercurrent to it. 

Restraining yourself had been hard. You had cried, obviously, from 
the bitter and agonising pain, but at least you had kept your 
screaming to a minimum. The soft blanket between your teeth had been 
a huge help to that end and digging your hands into the mattress and 
plushies stopped you from striking out at or pushing away the two 
monsters who were only trying to help you. It seemed like had taken 
forever and somehow no time at all. You couldn't even be sure exactly 
when you had passed out during the events. Or maybe you had passed 
out after it was done and simply forgotten it. 

_At least I'm alive. _You thought in a daze as you lazily tried to 
push all the soft toys away with your face. _Hopefully it was worth 
it ._ 

Now that the main problem was dealt with you weren't really sure what 
you were going to do next. Before you had been afraid of dying. It 
was simple survival instinct that had prompted you to take the path 
of mutilating yourself in exchange for a second chance . Now you 
weren't under the threat of bleeding out you realised you had no 



clear goal other than recovery. 


You let out a long breath. Recovery sounded like a long-term 
commitment. Unfortunately it was unavoidable in your situation. You 
would have to learn some serious patience. It would be a long while 
before you would be able to stand, let alone walk. You didn't know 
how long it took for skin and muscle to heal or even how long it took 
for the pain to die down. Forget not being able to leave the 
underground, you couldn't even get out of bed in your current 
state . 

"Hey, you awake over there?" 

Turning your head sideways you saw the shorter skeleton who had 
helped you complete the gruesome job of patching yourself up. His 
name was Sand or something, right? No wait, it was coming back to 
you... Sans. Sans the skeleton, that was it. You had missed him in 
the slight darkness of the room as the lights had been off since you 
woke. He sat in the chair that your heel had been resting on while... 
all that had happened. 

For how casual he had seemed when you first met him, he looked pretty 
pensive now. Despite how bad his posture was as he lay slumped 
against the back of the chair, his arms and face were rigid. That 
might have been a redundant way to describe a skeleton if not for the 
fact that you had seen the easy way he moved earlier. When he had 
been next to you with his brother and Toriel he'd been a lot more... 
loose? Perhaps it was just because of the dark and your tired vision 
but he seemed like he was as stiff as stone as you gazed groggily 
back at the sharp lights in his eye sockets. 

" . . . Y . . . eah . " You whispered, voice fading at the end due to your 
pitiable state. 

After hearing your weak voice respond to him. Sans seemed to relax a 
little. Maybe he had just been concerned about you? It had been hard 
to read his face even in a decently lit environment due to his 
permanent smile. In fact, he barely seemed to open his mouth when he 
talked. It was pretty easy to misinterpret what his thoughts were, 
especially in your current state. 

"You had everyone worried for a while there, " he admitted, emotions 
still unreadable to your tired eyes, "thought you might not wake up 
again . " 

"Mmn..." you mumbled in acknowledgement. You felt bad for subjecting 
these people you had just met to such nerve wracking and disturbing 
things. For as little as you knew about them, you didn't think that 
any of the three monsters you'd met deserved to be in a situation 
where they had to deal with a human corpse. It made you feel guilty 
for making such a risky move just to survive. But it had been their 
choice to help you. 

You almost didn't hear Sans get up and shuffle over to the bed. He 
had a glass of water for you that you hadn't seen him pick up, but 
you couldn't drink it while you were lying down. The water was left 
on the bedside table while you struggled to sit upright enough to be 
able to drink it. Sans didn't rush you, only keeping a hand out to 
stop you from falling back down onto the pillows and never really 
touching you. You couldn't decide if you were grateful for being 



allowed to deal with the pain in your own time or bitter for him not 
putting in more effort to help you up. 


When you finally dug your elbows down behind yourself and let your 
head sit heavily on your chest. Sans grabbed the glass and held it 
out for you. Your hand was shaking so badly when you took it that you 
almost spilled water all over yourself. 

_I wish Toriel was here instead. _ A bitter part of your mind whined. 
_She would have helped me sit up and drink the water. Probably would 
have brushed the hair out of my face and rearranged the bed to be 
more comfortable too._ 

You washed those self-entitled thoughts away with the water, 
replacing them with something fairer. 

_This guy doesn't even know me. He didn't have to help me before and 
he doesn't have to keep helping me now. I should be grateful that I 
woke up with anyone by my side at all. So what if he's acting so 
cautious? I ' d be pretty anxious in his shoes. Playing doctor to a 
wounded skeleton would be nerve wracking !_ 

You weakly nodded your appreciation for the water, desperately trying 
to keep yourself from falling down from the dizziness it caused 
afterwards. The skeleton only continued to wear his indecipherable 
smile, eyes never leaving your face once. He carefully replaced the 
glass in your hand with some kind of large cookie. 

"Better eat that. It might help you heal. Then again, it's monster 
food, so it's made more to effect HP more than the, uh . . . physical 
wounds humans can get. Just don't expect too much I guess." 

You didn't really care if the magical monster cookie would heal you 
or not; it was tasty and you were starving. You murmured out a 
grateful thanks as you ate, carefully pacing yourself instead of 
shoving the whole thing in your face and inevitably choking. 

Sans continued to stand by your bedside and watch you carefully. It 
was kind of creepy. You knew it made sense for Toriel to ask him or 
his brother to wait and see if you woke up (she had seemed so tired 
after using all of that magic) , but did he really have to take it so 
seriously now that you were awake? 

As you popped the last piece of the cookie you wondered how you could 
politely inform Sans that he was really beginning to freak you 
out . 

It seemed that he had been waiting to beat you to the punch. 

"So... you wanna talk about how you got like this?" 

It was a reasonable question. Why wouldn't one of the people who had 
rescued you ask how you'd gotten into such a situation? But you still 
raised an eyebrow. Toriel had never asked you anything about your 
circumstances . Maybe that was why you found it so strange how blunt 
Sans was being, just asking you straight up without any kind of 
lead-in . 

But, despite that, you had no reason to lie; of course you were going 
to tell him the truth. Just because he hadn't been very tactful in 



asking didn't mean you had to deny him answers. Like you had reminded 
yourself before; he didn't _have _to help you. A small recount of 
your 'mishap' on the mountainside was a small price to pay. 

"I... was on the mountain. I volunteered." 

Your voice was still weak, but you had enough energy to push it 
beyond a whisper and into a gravelly tone that was halfway to normal. 
Sans waited patiently, not moving but thankfully not as stiff as he 
had started out. 

"Volunteered for what?" 

"Search party." 

You missed the slight increase of tension in the skeleton as you 
tried to shuffle yourself back down into the bed. Your arms were 
cramping up from supporting yourself for so long. 

"People went missing... A whole lot of people. More than what could 
be considered runaways or... other things like that. They all went 
missing out near the mountain. The cops were taking to long to find 
anything. People got worried. I was asked to help out, so we all went 
up on the mountain together... It was dark and I ended up losing the 
rest of the group in the forest." You sighed, irritated with 
yourself. If only you had been paying enough attention to the other 
volunteers. You should have paired up with someone. 

Even though your story had been simplified to spare your voice. Sans 
had listened intently to it. 

"...And the knife?" 

"Yeah that was... not great." You admitted quietly, looking away. As 
Sans continued to stare at you curiously you let out a huff of air 
and continued. "I was heading back home after getting separated. I'm 
not completely stupid. I know people disappeared on Mount Ebbot even 
before a few months ago. 'S not that safe up there if you're alone. 
But I heard someone calling for help and ended up following it. I 
mean, that was the whole reason I was up there; to find people and 
get them home. How was I supposed to know it was a trick?" 

"So you were attacked." Sans easily concluded. 

"Yeah..." you sighed bitterly, "and not even just attacked, I got led 
on pretty bad. One moment I thought they were in the forest, but then 
I heard them in a cave instead. There was this huge pit. They stabbed 
me when I was right by it. Maybe they thought that if they couldn't 
take me down with one hit the fall would finish me? Haha. Well, jokes 
on them... I'm still alive." 

Your sour laugh was followed by silence. Despite surviving, you 
didn't feel very victorious. You didn't bother to look over at Sans 
as you relived your last memories before the fall. You were bitter 
about being attacked, that was for sure, but you didn't really know 
what to do about it. Maybe if you could get back to the city you 
could report what you had experienced to the police. If they knew 
what you knew now, no one would be allowed near the mountain unless 
they were a trained officer. 



"Not sure if I wanna ask this, but..." 

You turned your attention back to the stout skeleton at your side. 

For the first time since you had woken up the piercing lights of his 
eyes were not focussed on you. He was looking away at the corner of 
the room, though his body was still angled completely towards you. 
This time you were almost certain of what emotion he was expressing. 
Sans was nervous . 

He took an almost unnoticeable breath before looking back at 
you . 

"... Do you, uh, remember what the person looked like? The one who... 
attacked you?" 

Why, do you know something about it? You wanted to ask, but bit your 
tongue . 

"I didn't see much, it was dark they got behind me." 

Even with all your focus on him, you couldn't tell if Sans was 
sagging from disappointment or relief. Damn his controlled 
features . 

"But..." you continued, partially because you wanted to tell the 
whole truth and partially because you still wanted to gauge the 
skeleton's reaction, "I do remember one thing." 

The difference in Sans' posture was incredibly slight, but you were 
finally awake enough to register it. You knew you had his full 
attention as you continued. 

"I don't know how many humans you've seen, but there are some traits 
which are unusual to us, so they're usually the first thing we see 
when we look at each other. There's this rare thing where some humans 
are born without colour. It's called abinoisma€l uh, albinism? 

Anyway, it can really make a person stand out. For example when our 
eyes have no colour in them they're almost always red. Whoever 
stabbed me had _really _red eyes." 

If Sans didn't have those two white dots in his eye sockets you 
wouldn't have known he reacted at all. As it was you were left to 
stare uncomfortably at his now dark and empty face. If you had 
thought he was hard to read before, you weren't going to have any 
luck now. 

You gave him a moment to think about... whatever he was thinking 
about... before you felt too intimidated by Sans' empty stare to keep 
it up. You cleared your throat and felt relief rush over you when his 
eye-lights snapped back on almost immediately, turning to focus on 
you again. 

"Heh. Sorry about that. I kinda zoned out." he chuckled sheepishly as 
he scratched at the back of his skull. 

"I'm not going to ask. Just... I probably owe you it. ...Thanks for 
saving my life." 

You must have been getting better at reading expressions, because you 
were sure that Sans reacted to your words with surprise, quickly 



followed by relief. He chuckled again, though slightly more genuine 
this time, and began to head for the door. 

"Thanks for understanding, pal. Guess I'll go see how Toriel ' s goin'. 
She'll be excited knowin' you're awake again." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p> . <p> 


Fun fact: I've actually done many years of volunteer work with the 
Australian Association of the Blind, so I know a fair bit about 
Albinism from experience with some of the kids there. I just made the 
Reader sound like they didn't know much about it because I didn't 
want to assume that anyone would know the in-depth details of melanin 
and an absence of pigmentation and how it can effect vision, skin 
care etc. I think the best way to approach a Reader-Insert story is 
to treat it like a college report; always assume that the person 
reading your work has no prior knowledge of what you are 
discussing ! 


8 . A Good Time 

Oops, I got sick and couldn't upload yesterday! Here's the final 
chapter in this block! More maybe in a couple of days! Reviews would 
be nice TH ANKSSS! 


* * 


* 


><p>Toriel ' s house was just as cozy as you had imagined it to be. A 
few minutes after Sans had told the others that you were awake his 
brother had carried you, with a surprising amount of care, into the 
livingroom. From Toriel ' s chair you could see partially into the 
small kitchen behind you as well the entry to the hallway where your 
guest room was located. A warm fire crackled in the hearth surrounded 
by tall shelves of well-read books. The whole atmosphere of the place 
was so comfortable you almost found yourself falling asleep again 
because of it . <p> 

Unfortunately your leg prevented you from doing much more than 
closing your eyes. 

Almost as soon as your grogginess had faded whilst to Sans the pain 
had returned. Now that you were propped up in the lounge chair (and 
practically being sucked into it due to its size) you could see it 
clearly without the need to pull yourself upright every time. The 
damage wasn't completely fixed and you had never expected it to be, 
but it seemed you had overestimated how strong Toriel ' s fire magic 
was. Instead of being the burnt and warped mess you had expected. 



most of your flesh was barely even touched. The area of the cut was 
disturbingly ink and goopy and just _barely_ starting to scab. 

At first you wondered if Toriel had been too scarred or exhausted to 
put in her full effort to really melt you (not that you blamed her, 
the process had been awful enough as it was) . However she explained 
that humans, with their physical forms, were incredibly difficult to 
damage with magic alone. Magic mostly affected the Soul, which meant 
that it had great effects against the bodies of monsters, which were 
practically an extension to their Souls, but it just wasn't the case 
with human bodies, which were synchronized with their Souls but not 
entirely dependent. 

"Now, if the damage had been done to your Soul, I would have been 
able to heal it instantly." Toriel continued to explain, sitting on a 
dining chair she had placed across from you. "Unfortunately that 
wasn't the case. You were attacked physically with another physical 
object. I may have been able to fix up some of your bruises before, 
but magic does have its limits." 

"Well, either way I'm not about to die anymore. So thanks. I know it 
must have been pretty terrifying for you guys too." 

Toriel smiled brightly at your gratitude. 

"It's quite alright, my dear. I'll help tend to your wounds in any 
way I can. You can stay here and-" 

You both jumped as another loud _bang _rang out from the kitchen, 
breaking both of your thoughts. 

You had no idea what Papyrus was doing in there. Honestly, you were 
half sure that he was trying to create some kind of explosive from 
the amount of noise he was making. He'd practically sprinted in there 
after placing you down on Toriel ' s chair with three blankets and an 
unnecessary amount of soft toys. He was yelling something about you 
'napping through dinner' and 'missing out on trying the GREAT 
Papyrus' _new _and _improved _spaghetti' right before he ran out of 
sight and into the kitchen. Finally he appeared again, looking 
victorious and with a full plate carried in one hand. 

"Human!" he declared, "You are about to experience my greatest 
masterpiece! To make up for your inability to sample my cooking 
skills previously, I have put forth my _greatest _effort yet!" 

He started to list the 'special ingredients' of the dish and explain 
the, uh, _unique _method of preparation he had used but you were kind 
of distracted. The smell alone from the plate was completely 
overwhelming. You had no idea how you hadn't detected it while it was 
still in the kitchen not even a few feet behind you. It was funny how 
the guy was apparently a monster, because from the smell of things 
he'd created a monstrosity all of his own. 

You managed to pull your eyes away from the plate only to find both 
Papyrus and Toriel watching you carefully. Toriel was looking at you 
with a somewhat strained smile, almost as if she were saying _Please, 
please just try it_. You wanted to shoot her a look back that said _I 
already had one brush with death already, thanks !_ but Papyrus was 
right next to you and looking at you with hopeful eyes. 



Despite what your nose was telling you the spaghetti _looked 
_alright. It was kinda pretty and non-poisonous looking. You could 
probably survive one bite. 

You held your breath as you readied yourself. _Just one 
bite . . ._ 

Before you could hesitate any further you shoved a light forkful of 
the stuff into your mouth. You sat still for a moment, body still 
stiff in anticipation of the flavour. After a couple of seconds in 
silence, you began to wonder if you had somehow missed. But no, it 
was in your mouth. It was just. . . 

"Oh." You said aloud as you swallowed. "I didn't... know you could 
cook spaghetti like this. That's pretty... special. How did you make 
this again?" 

The skeleton immediately lit up and began to repeat his cooking 
process to you. Now that you were really listening to him you were 
even more confused. Tomatoes, onions, yogurt, chocolate sprinkles- 
he ' d put so many things into the dish, which explained the smell, 

but . . . 

You casually ate another mouthful as you listened to the excited 
rant. Nope, nothing. There was no taste at all in your mouth. How. 
Just _how_? It was a mystery. Either your taste buds had instantly 
died of shock or all of the weird ingredients had truly reached a 
flavour singularity. A flavour black hole of sorts. An 
anti-flavour . 

You stared up at the monster with a morbid sense of awe, not even 
realising that you had eaten everything until your fork hit the bare 
ceramic plate. 

"Ah, finished already?" Papyrus exclaimed happily, swiftly taking the 
plate even as your confused gaze continued to follow it. "It must be 
because of your human injuries! You need a lot of food to recover 
properly! Luckily, I, the Great Papyrus, am here to provide as much 
spaghetti as you need until you are healthy again! And once you are 
well... we will have celebratory spaghetti!" 

And then he was rushing back into the kitchen again. 

" . . . Heh . Wow. You actually ate all of it, huh?" 

You turned as much as you could in order to see Sans. He had chosen 
to sit at the table almost completely behind the chair you were 
sitting in. His position made it hard for you to see him in your 
peripheral vision and you had almost forgotten he was there. Toriel 
had asked if he would sit in front of the fire with you both, but he 
had refused. Something about being able to keep a better eye on the 
kitchen from that position, though you were almost certain he had 
spent the entire time staring at the back of your head. Maybe 
unemotionally observing people was just a thing with him. 

"Y'know, my bro ' s actually been getting pretty good at cooking 
recently. Just last week was the first time he managed to make 
anything actually edible." 


"Oh. That's... Oh." You mumbled, still kind of numb. 



Sans chuckled and Toriel cleared her throat. She had a friendly look 
on her face which was underlined with slight concern. 


"Are you alright, my dear?" She asked, "I know that Papyrus is a 
rather... _unique _chef. Though I did manage to convince him that 
glitter is not food a while ago. He's a very enthusiastic learner. 
Just with interesting methods." 

You double checked yourself. Your stomach wasn't complaining as far 
as you could tell. You weren't sick. Had your body shut down? You 
discreetly pinched your arm to check if your nerves were still 
working. Yep. All in working order. 

"I'm... fine, yeah. I'm just... not one-hundred percent sure about 
what just happened?" 

"Well what did it taste like?" 

You paused, unsure how to describe what you had just experienced. 
Airy? Not present? Impossible? Like cooking oil made solid? 

Finally, your addled mind landed on a single word. 

" . . . _Boneless_?" 

There was a brief moment of silence before the two monsters burst 
into laughter. You sat amongst your blankets with a concerned smile 
plastered awkwardly on your face. Toriel was almost doubled over on 
the wooden chair in front of you. You didn't have to turn around to 
know that Sans was in a pretty similar state, though he seemed to be 
a bit more in control of his own fit. 

"I'm serious." You said, still confused. 

"I-I know! That's why it's-_pfft! Bone-_less!" Toriel had tears in 
her eyes from laughing so hard. 

"Hey, don't worry, pal." Sans said from his own chair. "Papyrus loves 
experimenting with cooking. So you'll get to try a new flavour of 
spaghetti every _shin_-gle time!" 

There was another round of laughter between the two monsters. Toriel 
took deep breaths and tried to steady herself, obviously trying to 
say something but struggling to hold herself together long enough to 
get it out . 

"D-don't worry though!" She finally managed to get out. "We'll take 
care of you if you start running a _femur_! " 

And then she was immediately doubled over from laughter again. 

"Huh? What's going on? What happened while I was gone?" 

Papyrus was standing in the doorway to the kitchen with another plate 
of his unique spaghetti in one hand and the other on his hip. He 
seemed confused and somewhat irritated at having been excluded from 
the, uh, recent event. You shrugged at him helplessly, still confused 
but smiling strangely regardless. 



Sans chuckled at the table. "Sorry 'bout that bro . Didn't mean to 
make you feel _bone-_ly." 

It took a second but then-"WHAT!? You two are throwing around puns 
AGAIN! ?" 

"S-sorry, Papyrus! We were just talking with the human about your 
cooking lessons!" 

"Oh, really? What did you say?" 

"Why, that you're a _bone_-fied chef, of 
course ! " 

"WHAAAAAT ! ?" 

Papyrus' reaction was so overblown you were worried that he would 
spill the spaghetti all over the floor in outrage. Or you would have 
been worried, if you weren't trying to hold in your laughter. Your 
leg was killing you with how much you were shaking and you were 
certain that you were red in the face by now. But by some miracle you 
had kept your composure. 

"C'mon bro, no need to _skull_-k." 

"Oh, yes, we were just _ribbing _you ! " 

The tall skeleton stomped his boot and went completely red in the 
face . 

"YOU TWO! I SWEAR!" he yelled, "YOU'RE ALWAYS MAKING THESE 
UNCONTROLLABLE PUNS! WHY DON'T YOU- GIVE IT A _WRIST_?" 

You couldn't hold it anymore. You buried your face into the blankets 
as you burst into laughter. 


End 
f lie . 



